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TRUE  STORY  OF  A CONVERSION 

Some  of  the  Natural  and  Supernatural  Processes 
Necessary  to  a Change  of  Heart. 


)ME  years  ago  the  custom  of  publishing 
stories  of  conversions  was  more  common 
than  it  is  now.  This  may  be  due  partly  to 
the  novelty  of  the  proceeding  then,  but  chiefly 
to  the  growing  sense  of  difficulty  in  pre- 
senting for  the  perusal  of  others  a record  of  spiritual 
and  intellectual  experience  which  is  often  of  too  personal 
a nature  to  be  of  general  interest  or  of  permanent  value. 

But  in  spite  of  these  difficulties  and  the  further  diffi- 
culty of  putting  in  human  language  the  processes,  natural 
and  supernatural,  by  which  a conversion  is  brought  about, 
I am  convinced  that  accounts  of  conversions  ought  to  be 
published  because,  if  they  accomplish  no  other  good,  they 
will  help  at  any  rate  to  get  a hearing  for  the  Church,  and 
to  dissipate  erroneous  opinions  about  the  Church,  thus 
bringing  about  a more  charitable  attitude  amongst  Chris- 
tians. The  subject  of  this  narrative  once  said,  “ I 
do  not  like  to  harbor  unkindly  feelings,”  and  every  con- 
version amongst  people  of  intelligence  and  social  stand- 
ing is  a new  force  in  bringing  about  the  good  feeling 
which  ought  to  prevail  in  every  community. 

The  story  is  that  of  a lady  who  was  prominent  not  only 
in  the  social  and  commercial  world  in  which  she  lived, 
but  also  in  the  Episcopal  Church,  of  which  she  was  the 
brightest  ornament  for  many  years.  Her  conversion  was, 
in  many  ways,  most  unusual.  It  was  my  privilege  to 
receive  her  into  the  Church,  but  I had  been  correspond- 
ing with  her  and  sending  her  books  for  a year  before  be- 
coming personally  acquainted  with  her.  I had  seen 
her  in  the  church  several  times,  especially  during  a Paulist 
Mission,  and  I was  always  impressed  by  her  devout 
and  reverent  attitude  at  Mass.  Afterwards,  I learned 
that  for  her,  as  for  many  others,  it  was  the  Mass  that 
mattered,  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  the  magnet  that 
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had  secretly  been  attracting  her  to  the  Church  for  years. 
Her  reverence  in  Church  was  so  noticeable  that  a non- 

Catholic  once  asked  me : “ Father,  is  Mrs. going  to 

join  your  Church?  The  reason  I ask  is  that  her  conduct 
is  different  in  a Catholic  Church  from  that  of  other 
Protestants.” 

It  was  always  my  desire  that  Mrs. would  put 

down  on  paper  the  various  steps  by  which  she  was  led 
into  the  Church,  for  she  had  literary  ability  not  often 
found  amongst  ladies  of  the  world,  but  ill-health  and 
modest  self-distrust  interfered  with  the  realization 
of  my  expectations.  As,  by  the  grace  of  God,  I had 
the  rare  good  fortune  to  do  the  right  thing  at  the  right 
time  in  all  matters  concerning  her,  I am  presuming  now 
that  if  her  spirit  is  cognizant  of  what  is  going  on  here 
below,  she  will  not  disapprove  of  the  disclosures  I 
am  now  making  in  the  interest  of  those  who  are  not  of  the 
Fold,  and  with  whom  she  was  eager  to  share  the  happiness 
which  was  hers  from  the  moment  she  entered  the  Church, 
and  during  the  seven  years  she  spent  in  it.  I may 
say  here  in  passing  that  her  own  family  who  at  first 
disapproved  of  the  step  which  they  fancied  would  create 
a chasm  in  the  home,  afterwards  cheerfully  and  spon- 
taneously bore  testimony  to  the  reality  of  her  happiness. 

In  the  spring  of  1900,  Mr.  Henry  Austin  Adams,  an 
ex-Episcopalian  clergyman,  was  lecturing  in  our  city,  and 

Mrs.  attended  the  lecture  not  so  much  for  the 

lecturer's  sake,  as  to  hear  him  pay  tribute  to  Pope  Leo 
XIII.,  the  subject  of  the  lecture,  whom  she  greatly  es- 
teemed. 

In  the  course  of  the  lecture,  which  was  a brilliant  pres- 
entation of  the  distinguished  Pontiff's  ability  to  do  jus- 
tice to  every  question,  Mr.  Adams  had  occasion  to  touch 
upon  the  vexed  question  of  the  validity  of  Anglican 
Orders,  and,  in  the  course  of  his  remarks,  he  represented 
two  English  clergymen  in  a very  suppliant  attitude  at  the 
feet  of  the  Pope,  asking  him  with  intense  eagerness : 
“ Holy  Father,  are  we  priests?  ” 

Suspecting  that  Mrs. was  not  pleased  with  this 

reference  to  the  two  English  clergymen,  I first  enlisted 
the  services  of  a newspaper  editor  to  corroborate  my 
suspicion,  and  then  wrote  a note  to  say  how  sorry  I 
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was  to  learn  that  her  feelings  had  been  hurt  at  the  lec- 
ture. I added,  “ That  does  not  often  happen  with  us, 
for  we  are  too  busy  with  our  own  faults  and  short- 
comings to  be  concerned  with  those  of  others.”  She 
replied  in  one  of  those  letters,  on  which  I shall  draw 
for  material  for  this  sketch — for  I think,  with  Mr.  Wil- 
frid Ward,  letters  are  the  most  satisfactory  form  of 
biography. 

“Yes,  it  is  true,  I felt  a little  hurt  over  some  parts  of  Mr. 
Adams’  lecture,  for  nothing  of  the  kind  had  ever  happened  at 
any  time  1 had  been  present  in  your  church.  So  it  was  quite  un- 
expected. I do  not  like  to  harbor  unkind  feelings,  so  I put  it 
down  to  the  account  of  great  zeal  with  little  tact;  and  I am  sure 
none  of  your  people  would  want  to  hurt  the  feelings  of  their 
neighbors.” 

I sent  with  my  note  a copy  of  The  Month , and  this 
is  what  she  said  on  returning  it: 

“ Herewith  I return  the  magazine  which  you  so  kindly  lent  me, 
and  thank  you  for  the  opportunity  of  reading  among  others  the 
article  on  Archbishop  Benson — ‘A  model  Anglican  Bishop.’ 

“ I found  it  most  interesting  and  the  criticisms  instructive. 
There  is  no  mistaking  the  fact  that  Father  Clarke,  S.J.,  sees  and 
feels  no  less  clearly  and  earnestly  than  Mr.  Adams  probably  does 
the  possibilities  of  a more  devout  life  in  the  Catholic  Church 
than  outside  of  it.  He  has  besides  a more  pleasing  manner  of 
showing  us  our  faults,  and  not  antagonizing  us  at  the  very 
start.  It  is  always  the  pleasant  way  that  wins,  is  it  not?  I went 
to  Mr.  Adams’  lecture  to  hear  about  Leo’s  work  for  the  Church. 
I have  the  deepest  reverence  and  esteem  for  him.  His  death — - 
may  it  be  long  delayed — will  cause  unfeigned  sorrow  throughout 
the  world — Protestant  as  well  as  Catholic. 

“ It  has  always  been  a source  of  regret  that  I was  not  able 
to  see  him  and  receive  his  blessing  when  I was  in  Rome  a few 
years  ago.  When  I go  again  I hope  to  have  that  privilege.” 

Pope  Leo  lived  three  years  after  these  words  were 
written,  but  not  long  enough  to  gratify  her  wish.  He  died 
four  months  after  her  reception  into  the  Church.  When 
she  saw  McCutcheon’s  sketch,  “ The  Globe  with  a badge 
of  mourning  around  it,”  she  felt  that  her  prophecy  was 
fulfilled,  for  that  simple  representation  was  the  only  ade- 
quate expression  of  the  universal  character  of  the  grief 
that  followed  Pope  Leo  XIII.  to  the  tomb. 

The  following  year  she  went  to.  Europe,  and  received 
the  blessing  of  his  saintly  successor ! 
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The  intense  interest  which  Mrs.  disclosed  in 

her  correspondence  regarding  the  lecture  on  Pope  Leo 
XIII.,  prompted  me  to  continue  sending  her  an  occa- 
sional book  or  pamphlet,  and  this  I kept  up  until  October 
of  1901.  In  the  meantime  I came  to  know  her  personally, 
and  this  fact  as  well  as  the  steady  reading  on  Catholic 
lines  which  she  had  been  engaged  in  for  more  than  a year, 
encouraged  me  in  an  attempt  to  ascertain  her  exact 
position  towards  the  Church.  Accordingly,  before  leav- 
ing for  a trip  to  New  York,  I sent  her  a letter  with  the 
books  which  were  to  constitute  her  reading  during  my 
absence.  In  this  letter  I remarked  that  as  she  was  re- 
modeling her  home,  it  might  not  be  a bad  idea  if  she  set 
her  soul  in  order  also.  It  was  rather  a daring  letter  to 
send  to  a lady  who  had  stood  so  high  in  the  Episcopalian 
circles  in  which  she  moved,  but  it  was  the  psychological 
moment  to  find  out  what  progress  she  had  made  during 
a long  period  of  study  and  prayer.  Impatient  to  know 
how  it  stood  with  her,  I gave  my  New  York  address,  and 
she  gratified  jny  curiosity  by  replying  promptly  in  words 
which  are  a model  for  all  those  struggling  for  light: 

“ My  Dear  Father:  There  is  still  toe  much  confusion  in 

my  house  for  me  to  write  to  you  as  fully  as  I greatly  desire 
to  do,  but  I cannot  refrain  from  telling  you  that  even  with  the 
multiplicity  of  cares  and  perplexities  consequent  on  the  work 
going  on  here,  I am  giving  much  thought  to  my  spiritual  condi- 
tion. 

“ I pray  so  constantly  that  I may  be  shown  the  right  way, 
and  above  all  given  the  strength  to  walk  therein,  that  I am 
frightened  lest  this  ejaculatory  prayer  may  sometimes  issue  from 
my  lips  in  an  audible  manner,  and  thus  necessitate  an  explanation 
to  my  family,  which  I am  not  yet  ready  to  make.  And  this 
troubles  me? 

“ What  would  the  one  nearest  and  dearest  to  me  in  the  world 
do,  or  my  friends  with  whom  I work  in  my  Church  and  Guild, 
could  they  look  into  my  heart? 

“ I am  feverishly  and  punctiliously  performing  my  various 
duties,  but  in  a state  of  doubt  and  unrest  not  easy  to  describe 
or  to  bear.  The  way  seems  dark  indeed.  The  assurance  in 
your  letter  that  you  do  not  forget  me  in  your  prayers  gives  me 
much  comfort,  for  this  is  about  all  that  can  be  done  for  me 
just  now. 

“ It  is  most  unfortunate  that  in  my  present  state  of  mind  my 
surroundings  should  be  so  unfavorable,  and  not  for  two  months 
at  least  can  I hope  for  anything  better.  I will,  however,  continue 
my  reading  as  best  I can  and  hope  that  all  will  be  made  clear.” 
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This  letter  impressed  me  immensely,  and  I am  not 
depending  on  mere  memory  when  I say  so,  for  I have 
before  me  as  I write  all  the  letters  which  I sent  to  Mrs. 

during  her  quest,  and  which  she  returned  to  me 

some  time  before  her  death.  Its  style  and  diction,  and, 
above  all,  its  intense  earnestness,  confirmed  me  in  the 
belief  that  I was  making  no  mistake  in  appealing  to  her 
to  do  something  to  settle  the  unrest  of  her  soul.  Although 
I could  not  realize  from  personal  experience  the  trials 
inseparable  from  the  step  which  even  then  she  must  have 
contemplated  when  it  should  become  her  plain  duty,  I was 
able  to  tell  her  much  about  the  experience  of  others,  for 
I had  then  been  reading  Roads  to  Rome , that  combined 
record  of  the  mental  and  spiritual  anguish  through  which 
sixty-five  converts  in  England  had  to  pass  before  enjoying 
the  peace  which  the  Church  affords  all  her  spiritual  chil- 
dren. 

The  letter  was  especially  gratifying  for  its  friendly 
and  sympathetic  tone,  beginning  with  “ My  dear  Father,” 
which  was  in  such  marked  contrast  with  the  formal 
“ Reverend  dear  Sir,”  of  previous  communications, 
and  ending  with  the  assurance  that  she  would  be  ready 
to  welcome  me  back  from  my  vacation  with  as  much 
pleasure  and  cordiality  as  would  any  member  of  my  own 
congregation. 

Mrs.  deplor-ed  the  noise  and  confusion  conse- 

quent on  the  work  of  remodeling  going  on  in  her  home ; 
but  it  seemed  providential,  for  it  gave  her  a leisure  she 
otherwise  could  not  enjoy,  as  no  one  but  very  intimate 
friends  were  encouraged  to  call  during  the  upheaval  in  her 
house. 

After  acknowledging  this  letter  from  £Iew  York, 
and  expressing  my  sympathy  with  her  for  the  great  trial 
through  which  she  was  passing,  I ventured  to  ask  if  I 
might  continue  to  send  her  reading  matter  from  time  to 
time.  I had  sent  her  a complimentary  article  by  a 
Catholic,  on  Bishop  Phillips  Brooks  of  the  Episcopal 
Church,  which  she  read  with  interest,  especially  because 
it  was  written  after  that  “ nicer  way  ” to  which  she  had 
previously  referred.  To  her  commendation  on  the  article 
in  question  she  added  this  significant  question : 

“Do  you  think  we  are  very  far  apart? Very  often 
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in  the  last  year  or  two — perhaps  because  my  thoughts  have  been 
more  drawn  in  that  direction  than  formerly,  I have  heard  or 
read  of  things  that  are  changing  my  opinion  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  You  know,  right  or  wrong,  we  cannot  help  judging  the 
Church  by  its  members.  The  example  of  Father  Bessonies,  and 
of  some  of  the  priests  of  whom  I read  in  Paris,  humble,  earnest, 
self-denying  men,  is  a constant  sermon  to  me,  and  must  do  un- 
told good  to  thoughtful  people.” 

And  here  she  adds  another  significant  question : 

“ I want  to  ask  you  a question,  and  yet  I dread  to,  but  be- 
lieve I will  venture.  I am  told  that  one  having  an  oppor- 
tunity to  know  the  Catholic  faith,  and  then  not  embracing  it, 
commits  a deadly  sin.” 

For  obvious  reasons  I did  not  choose  to  answer  these 
questions  hastily,  especially  on  paper.  About  this  time 
I had  prepared  an  address  on  Newman  which  I had  de- 
livered to  several  non-Catholics,  and  which  I was  anxious 

for  Mrs. to  hear.  But  finding  that  she  had  been 

unable  to  be  present,  I ventured  the  suggestion  of  send- 
ing her  my  manuscript,  or  better  still,  of  reading  it  to  her 
in  person.  I was  pleased  that  she  elected  the  latter,  for 
it  enabled  me  to  give  to  certain  points  the  stress  they 
were  meant  to  convey.  But  whatever  satisfaction  I 
gleaned  from  this  was  more  than  counter-balanced  by  the 
unmistakable  opposition  to  her  course  which  she  met 
with  at  that  time  from  a member  of  her  family. 

I meant  my  address  on  Newman  to  answer  the  two 
questions  then  disturbing  her,  the  proximity  of  the  Epis- 
copal Church  to  the  Catholic  Church,  and  the  guilt  in- 
curred by  those  who  were  not  true  to  the  light.  New- 
man’s whole  life,  both  Anglican  and  Catholic,  was  one 
grand  protest  against  that  liberalism  in  religion  which  says 
that  one  religion  is  as  good  as  another.  And  he  clearly 
intimated  what  he  thought  of  those  who  held  back  after 
their  conscience  had  beckoned  them  on,  when  a lady, 
who,  fancying  the  decree  of  Papal  Infallibility  in  1870 
would  prove  a stumbling  block,  asked  him  the  following 
question : “ Had  he  not  become  a Catholic,  would  he  do 
so  now?  ” and  he  replied:  “ Most  likely  I would  not,  for 
if  I had  neglected  the  grace  of  God  then,  I might  never 
get  another  chance.” 

The  address  on  Newman  resulted  in  her  asking  next 
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day  for  two  volumes  of  his  works.  After  allowing  a few 
days  to  elapse  in  order  to  give  her  time  to  become 
familiar  with  the  style  of  the  great  Cardinal,  I called  to 
see  her,  and  learned  that  she  was  not  interested  as  I 
hoped  and  expected  she  would  be,  and  as  she  afterwards 
became.  But  the  reason  was,  as  I came  to  know,  that  she 
rather  resented  Newman  at  the  time ; he  touched  her  con- 
science, and  she  felt  that  she  must  one  day  go  his  way, 
but  was  not  yet  ready.  In  the  meantime  things  were  hap- 
pening in  the  Episcopal  Church  not  calculated  to  reassure 
her.  Amongst  others,  a bishop  of  that  Church  had  ex- 
pressed himself  as  opposed  to  any  change  in  the  canon  on 
divorce,  then  the  subject  of  much  discussion,  adding 
“ that  no  branch  of  the  Christian  Church  has  ever  been 
consistent  in  its  legislation  regarding  divorce.”  Had  he 
been  content  with  the  generalities  in  which  he  was  fond 
of  indulging  he  might  have  escaped  censure;  but  he  got 
down  to  particulars,  and  insinuated,  as  in  the  case  of 
Napoleon  and  Josephine,  that  “ the  Roman  Church  has  a 
way  out  of  the  difficulty  when  she  so  wishes.” 

This  exhibition  of  recklessness  of  statement  and  of 
insinuation  against  the  Church  so  noticeable  in  this 

bishop,  opened  the  way  for  sending  Mrs.  two 

books  whose  tone  and  temper  were  in  marked  contrast 
with  the  spirit  of  the  bishop.  The  books  were  one  of 
Bishop  Hedley’s  which  she  so  cherished  in  after  years 
that  she  kept  it  under  her  pillow,  and  the  other,  Cardinal 
Manning's  telling  reply  to  Pusey — the  little  volume 
called  The  Workings  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Dr.  Pusey, 
complaining  that  Catholics  did  not  seem  to  recognize  the 
great  work  being  done  in  the  Church  of  England,  Car- 
dinal Manning  sought  to  bring  before  the  people  of  Eng- 
land the  fact  that  the  Catholic  Church  recognized 
evidences  of  the  Spirit  of  God  wherever  they  were 
to  be  found;  but  that  he  did  not  think  these  evidences 
to  be  more  conspicuous  in  the  Church  of  England  than  in 

any  other  Protestant  body.  When  Mrs.  settled 

to  steady  reading,  historical  difficulties  began  to  crop  up, 
and  a great  attraction  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  took 
possession  of  her.  It  did  not  require  much  discussion  to 
prove  to  her  that  the  scandals,  real  or  imaginary,  of 
history  must  not  be  allowed  to  obscure  the  point  now 
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agitating  her  mind  : “Is  the  Catholic  Church  my  Mother? 
And  does  she  claim  the  obedience  of  me,  her  Child?  ” 
As  for  her  attraction  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  it  became, 
thanks  to  the  reading  of  Bishop  Hedley,  so  strong  that 
on  a certain  Sunday  she  felt  compelled  to  go  to  Church, 
and  she  afterwards  assured  me  that  it  was  the  Mass  that 
brought  her  and  not,  as  I surmised  at  the  time,  the  pros- 
pect of  a Paulist  sermon  advertised  in  the  paper.  Var- 
ious things  happened  in  rapid  succession,  and  each  helped 
to  strengthen  the  hold  which  Catholic  truth  was  obtaining 
on  her  intellect  and  her  affections.  I sent  her  Tissot’s 
L ife  of  Christ  for  inspection,  and  she  insisted  on  having 
a copy  of  her  own.  I sent  her  Roads  to  Rome , and  the 
mental  struggles  passed  through  by  many  whose  stories 
are  recorded  in  this  interesting  volume,  caused  her  great 
uneasiness,  for  she  felt  she  was  on  the  eve  of  a struggle 
herself. 

The  progress  of  most  converts  to  the  Church  appears 
to  be  at  times  a retrograde  one — they  advance,  and  then 
recede,  but  as  they  always  advance  more  than  they  recede, 
the  progress,  though  sometimes  slow,  is  always  real.  I be- 
lieve that  Mrs. was  then  on  the  eve  of  one  of  those 

desperate  mental  struggles  through  which  many  converts 
are  forced  to  pass : for  it  is  true  often  of  the  Kingdom  of 
God  here,  as  it  is  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  hereafter,  that 
“ through  much  tribulation  do  we  enter  the  Kingdom/' 

The  chief  tribulation  which  Mrs. had  to  bear  just 

at  that  period  was  opposition  on  the  part  of  her  family. 
This  opposition  was  an  honest  and  conscientious  one,  for 
it  arose  from  an  apprehension  that  the  peace  and  concord 
of  the  home  would  disappear  should  the  members  of  the 
family  cease  to  have  a common  faith.  When  the  appre- 
hension was  afterwards  felt  to  be  groundless,  the  opposi- 
tion ceased,  and  those  who  were  responsible  for  it  were 
big  enough  and  generous  enough  not  only  to  acknowledge 
their  error,  but  to  declare  their  conviction  that  they  would 
not  have  her  back  in  her  former  communion,  so  real 
did  her  happiness  in  the  Catholic  Church  appear. 
Nevertheless,  for  the  time  being,  the  trial  of  being  opposed 
was  a very  real  one;  so  real,  in  fact,  that  for  the  sake  of 
peace,  she  felt  she  must  acquiesce  outwardly  in  what  she 
designated  “an  apparent  abandonment  of  such  interest  as  I 
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have  taken  in  informing  myself  of  the  doctrines  of  the 
Catholic  Church.”  It  made  her  very  wretched  to  be 
obliged  to  do  what  was  expedient  when  she  was  so  in- 
tent on  doing  what  was  right ; and  in  order  to  forestall 
any  censure  from  me  for  her  lack  of  courage  she  made 
this  touching  plea,  “ I doubt  if  one  born  and  brought 
up  in  the  Catholic  Church  can  fully  realize  all  that  has 
come  upon  me.” 

Whatever  weakness  she  manifested  in  that  letter  was 
atoned  for  in  one  which  followed  next  day  when,  as  she 
says  herself,  “ She  had  gained  her  equilibrium,  and  was 
able  to  look  at  the  matter  in  a calmer  spirit,”  for  she 
writes : 

“ I felt  there  could  be  no  change  in  my  present  course.  I 
must  go  on  with  my  reading,  for  it  was  not  the  passing  interest 
of  a short  time,  but  a matter  of  conscience  that  was  increasing  in 
importance  daily.” 

She  felt  more  at  her  ease  now  that  her  intention 
was  frankly  acknowledged  on  the  one  hand,  and  recog- 
nized on  the  other.  She  could  admit  that  she  was  more 
interested  in  the  reading  matter  which  I sent  her,  than  in 
anything  else  within  her  recollection,  and  she  concluded 
this  letter  with  a disinterested  note  which  had  always 
been  conspicuous  in  her  life: 

“ Do  not  let  my  troubles  weigh  on  you.  Your  vacation  must 
not  be  spoiled  by  my  difficulties  for  that  would  be  an  added 
unhappiness.” 

She  little  realized  at  the  time  that  I was  not  on  a 
vacation  in  New  York,  but  engaged  in  the  very  strenuous 
work  of  endeavoring  to  secure  money  for  our  church 
loan  at  a lower  rate  of  interest,  and  incidentally  to  pick 
up  among  friends  some  contributions  which  would  save 
us  from  a foreclosure  which  was  threatening  at  the  time. 

After  an  admission,  which  pleased  and  humbled  me, 
that  to  no  one  in  her  whole  life  did  she  open  her  heart 
as  she  did  to  me,  she  proceeds  in  brighter  spirits : 

“ The  unusual  quiet  and  the  solitude  to-night  give  me  an 
opportunity  for  writing,  and  to  you  first  of  all  do  my  thoughts 
turn,  for  it  is  to  you  I must  go  for  advice,  and  encouragement. 
Am  I depending  too  much  on  you?  Your  letters  give  me 
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strength,  but  T know  the  battle  must  be  fought  in  my  own  heart. 
I want  to  believe,  but  prejudices  of  my  youth,  and  in  particular 
thoughts  of  the  Inquisition  and  the  Massacre  of  Bartholomew 
come  to  my  mind  and  ask  for  an  explanation. 

“ The  struggle  is  an  awful  one,  for  on  the  result,  I am  coming 
to  feel,  will  depend  spiritual  life  or  death.  Do  you  not  think  to 
satisfy  my  own  mind  I should  re-read  a history  of  the  Reforma- 
tion? It  would  have  a new  and  different  meaning  perhaps  in 
present  conditions.  Heretofore,  I have  read  with  a biased  opinion 
as  all  non-Catholics  do.  The  little  book,  Workings  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  is  worth  everything  to  me.  You  will  not  mind  if  I never 
return  it  to  you,  will  you?  Thanks  for  it,  and  for  Bishop  Hed- 
ley’s  book  which  made  a great  impression  on  me  during  the 
summer. 

“Father  Angus’  article  in  The  Tablet,  Crossing  the  Rubicon, 
distresses  me,  just  as  Newman’s  did  for  the  reason,  I suppose, 
that  I long  to  follow  their  example,  and  yet  am  not  quite  ready. 

“ The  record  of  the  Winchester  convention  is  very  interesting. 
I can  readily  believe  it  will  result  in  more  earnest  and  enthusias- 
tic work,  and,  I pray,  in  an  abundant  harvest.  You  must  be  most 
gratified  that  your  thought  suggested  the  convention,  and  that 
it  was  so  successfully  carried  out.” 

The  convention  here  referred  to,  is  the  first  conven- 
tion of  priests  engaged  in  giving  missions  to  non-Cath- 
olics.  It  was  held  in  Winchester,  Tenn.,  the  home  of  the 
Paulist  Fathers. 

Notwithstanding  the  interest  disclosed  by  Mrs. 

in  regard  to  the  Winchester  convention,  I did  not 

perceive  that  she  was  making  any  progress  towards  the 
Church,  and  I proceeded  to  say  things  which  elicited  this 
encouraging  reply: 

“To  learn,  as  I have  from  your  recent  letter,  that  you  think 
I have  been  reticent  on  the  subject  which  has  occupied  my 
thoughts,  almost  to  the  exclusion  of  everything  else  for  some 
months,  gives  me  pain.  Indeed  I have  not  intended  to  be  so 
with  you,  to  whom  I turn  in  my  perplexities. 

“ I know  I am  reserved  with  ordinary  acquaintances,  being 
little  given  to  hasty  friendships,  and  not  at  all  to  having  con- 
fidants ; but  to  you  I thought  my  heart  was  as  an  open  book.  I 
meant  it  to  be  so;  T wished  it  to  be  so;  and  am  distressed  that 
it  has  not  been  so.  I realize  that  from  the  first  I have  had  a 
fear  of  worrying  you.  It  has  been  less  for  a few  days  past,  but  it 
still  exists,  and  I suppose  unconsciously  it  has 'its  effect. 

“ In  the  serious  and  important  work  in  which  I have  been 
engaged,  i.  e.,  trying  to  satisfy  myself  that  I have  been  far  from 
the  right  way  all  these  years,  it  would  not  be  my  nature  to  talk 
much  until  some  light  appeared.  I repeat  what  I said  in  a former 
letter:  to  no  one  have  I spoken  so  freely  as  to  you.  If  I have 
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been  less  candid  than  you  would  have  had  me,  please  consider  it 
an  error  of  the  head  and  not  of  the  heart.  Do  not,  I beg  of 
you,  speak  of  your  ‘blundering  way'  with  me,  for  you  do  your- 
self great  injustice.  From  the  rather  unusual  beginning  of  our 
acquaintance,  which  has  gone  on  to  a friendship  very  dear  to 
me,  you  have  seemed  to  be  guided  in  a special  and  peculiar 
manner  by  All-wise  Power.  How  else  could  you  have  always 
known  just  the  right  thing  to  do?  Your  never  failing  interest 
in  keeping  me  supplied  with  helpful  reading  matter,  your  pa- 
tience and  gentleness,  though  you  have  been  very  outspoken  when 
there  has  been  a chance  of  my  misunderstanding  your  views  of 
the  Church,  and  your  opinion  of  my  unsafe  condition  out  of  it, 
have  done  more  for  me  than  the  vigorous,  sledge  hammer  de- 
nunciations, sometimes  indulged  in,  could  possibly  have  done. 
They  would  simply  have  angered  me,  while  you  opened  my  heart 
to  receive  new  impressions. 

“ How  strangely  things  come  about  in  this  world ! Had  any- 
one told  me  as  I left  the  Church  so  hurt  and  offended  the  night  of 
that  memorable  lecture,  that  that  would  be  the  beginning  of  a 
deeper  and  more  vital  interest  in  the  Catholic  Church  than  I 
had  ever  felt  in  anything  before,  I would  have  regarded  such  a 
person  as  insane  and  walked  away  without  replying ! And  had 
it  not  been  for  your  letter  a few  days  later  probably  I would 
have  avoided  the  Church  ever  after.  How  can  I fail  to  see  in 
you  that  which  you  once  expressed  a desire  to  be — the  instrument 
of  God  seeking  to  allay  the  spiritual  unrest  of  my  soul.  The 
progress  towards  the  light  seems  slow,  but  with  me  at  least  it  is 
better  so.  When  I can  come  to  an  unquestioning  faith  and 
yield  the  loving  obedience  of  an  humble  child,  what  bliss  will  be 
mine ! 

“ This  morning’s  mail  brought  Episodes  of  Catholic  History, 
which  I intend  reading  to-night  after  one  of  the  Discourses  on 
Our  Divine  Saviour,  which  I keep^.by  my  bed  to  read  the  last 

thing  usually  before  going  to  sleep I have  had  it  in  mind 

for  some  time  to  ask  if  I might  make  a little  offering  to  the 
Church.  I wish  it  could  have  been  larger.  Will  you  use  it  as 
you  think  I would  wish,  were  I already  one  of  your  flock?  By 
so  doing  you  will  give  me  no  small  pleasure.” 

The  pleasure  was  all  mine ; and  the  “ little  offering  ” 
of  $50,  which  was  placed  anonymously  on  my  report  for 
that  year,  was  a foretaste  of  larger  yearly  offerings  dur- 
ing her  life  in  the  Church,  and  of  a handsome  donation 
sufficient  to  erect  a beautiful  home  for  the  Dominican 
Sisters  shortly  before  her  death. 

Much  as  I appreciated  the  donation  which  Mrs. 
made  to  the  Church  some  time  before  her  con- 
version, it  embarrassed  me,  and  I would  have  been  more 
at  my  ease  with  her  had  she  not  made  it.  She  was  a 
highly  spiritual  and  cultivated  woman,  and  I was  most 
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anxious  to  have  our  relations  on  a purely  spiritual  and 
cultivated  plane,  as  the  world  is  prone  to  judge  the  Church 
rashly,  and  to  attribute  the  zeal  for  souls  of  her  clergy  to 
sordid  and  other  equally  unworthy  motives.  Desiring  to 
be  as  frank  with  her  as  I expected  her  to  be  with  me,  I 
told  her  of  my  embarrassment,  and  as  one  embarrassment 
leads  to  another,  I had  to  assure  her  at  once  that,  to  use 
her  own  words,  “ It  was  not  wrong,  indelicate,  or  even 
unusual  ” to  have  a contribution  from  non-Catholics.  To 
prove  my  desire  to  have  our  relations  on  purely  spiritual 
topics,  I sent  her  in  rapid  succession  The  Vicar  of  St. 
Lukes,  an  Anglican  tale  of  conversion  then  recently  pub- 
lished; The  Introduction  to  the  Devout  Life,  by  St.  Fran- 
cis de  Sales,  a copy  of  the  Imitation,  which  I asked  her  to 
compare  with  the  expurgated  editions  in  use  amongst  high 
church  people  of  the  Anglican  establishment,  and  two 
magazine  articles  from  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  which  I had 
bound  together,  and  to  which  I attributed  great  value,  for 
they  were  both  written  by  non-Catholics.  One  of  these, 
The  Intellectual  Feature  of  Catholicism,  by  W.  H.  Mal- 
lock,  a brilliant  Englishman,  I regarded  as  particularly 
effective  reading  for  Episcopalians  who  were  in  a state 

of  doubt  or  unrest.  I found  it  in  Mrs.  case  an 

excellent  preparation  for  the  reading  of  a later  book  by 
Mallock,  Doctrine  and  Doctrinal  Disruption,  which  is  so 
fatal  to  the  pretensions,  advanced  by  Anglicans  of  every 
hue,  that  they  are  nearer  to  the  Catholic  Church  than  the 
rest  of  Protestants.  At  the  same  time  I sent  her  Loss  and 
Gain,  one  of  Newman’s  works  which  fitted  in  admirably 
with  the  state  of  mind  she  was  in  at  the  time,  and  which 
developed  a taste  for  Newmanwhich  never  afterwards  left 
her;  Manning’s  The  Story  of  My  Conversion,  whose  co- 
gent reasoning  impressed  her,  and  a copy  of  The  Sacred 
Heart  Review,  which  began  about  that  time  the  series 
of  splendid  letters  from  the  pen  of  Professor  Starbuck  of 
Andover,  Mass.,  entitled,  Studies  on  Catholicism  by  a 
Protestant  Theologian.  But  all  this  reading  matter  did 
not,  as  she  puts  it  herself,  appall  her.  She  went  on  read- 
ing with  as  much  industry  as  was  consistent  with  the  de- 
mands made  on  her  time  by  the  work  going  on  in  the  re- 
modeling of  her  home.  She  even  acknowledged  taking 
for  her  reading  some  hours  from  sleep,  and  became  so 
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interested  in  The  Following  of  Christ , that  she  asked  to 
be  allowed  to  retain  it. 

The  letters  which  record  these  details  mention  two 
apparently  insignificant  incidents  which  had  a most  im- 
portant bearing  in  directing  her  mind  to  the  Catholic 
Church,  and  these  were  a reference  to  a sermon,  by  her 
Episcopalian  Bishop,  in  which  the  consistency  of  the 
Catholic  Church  on  “Divorce”  was  questioned,  and  a men- 
tion of  a “ Mission  ” to  be  given  in  the  Episcopal  Church 
to  which  she  belonged. 

The  Bishop  was  not  happy — he  never  had  been — in 
his  attack  on  the  Church,  for  if  the  Pope  had  been  as 
truculent  as  he  was  charged  with  being,  and  had  permitted 
Henry  VIII.  to  put  away  Katherine,  perhaps  there  would 
be  no  body  of  men  to-day  claiming  a position  with  the 
tautological  title,  Episcopal  Bishop. 

As  to  the  so-called  “ Mission,”  manifestly  meant  to 
counteract  the  effect  of  a Paulist  Mission  recently  con- 
ducted in  the  Catholic  Church,  it  was  the  beginning  of  the 
end.  The  Reverend  gentleman  who  was  conducting  the 
mission  was  so  intent  on  juxtaposing  the  Catholic  Church 
and  the  Episcopal  Church,  that  he  had  a special  lecture  on 
“ The  Differences  Which  Exist  Between  the  Church  of 
Rome  and  the  Episcopal  Church.”  The  writer  of  these 
pages  saw  very  clearly  that  the  “ mission  ” was  being 
looked  to  as  the  great  means  which  was  to  steady  Mrs. 

in  her  allegiance  to  the  Episcopal  Church,  for  by 

this  time  she  was  suspected  of  wavering;  so  he  sent  to 
one  of  the  week-day  lectures  a young  man  with  some 
searching  questions  on  Anglican  claims  to  Catholicity,  to 
be  placed  in  “ The  Question  Box,”  at  the  door  for  the 
purpose. 

If  Mrs.  who  had  been  looking  forward  with 

interest  to  this  mission  had  expected  to  hear  something 
which  would  reassure  her  in  her  present  position,  and  save 
her  from  the  pain  and  anxiety  of  separating  from  those 
she  dearly  loved  and  with  whom  she  had  labored  for 
years,  she  must  have  been  disappointed  as  well  as 
chagrined  when  the  preacher  had  finished  reading  the 
questions,  and  instead  of  answering  them  as  they  deserved 
to  be  answered,  began  a tirade  against  “ the  Godless  and 
irreverent  man  who  had  put  in  those  questions.”  My  sur- 
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mise  as  to  the  real  purpose  of  the  “ Mission  ” was  con- 
firmed a few  months  later,  when  the  clergyman  who  had 
conducted  it  wrote  to  a young  man  to  dissuade  him  from 
entering  the  Catholic  Church,  in  which  he  was  interested. 
That  young  man  went  on  with  his  inquiries,  and  he  is  now 
a student,  preparing  to  be  a Jesuit.  The  preacher  him- 
self yielded  to  the  fascination  which  the  Catholic  Church 
exercises  over  those  who  come  within  the  range  of  her 
influence,  and  became  a Catholic ; but  after  a few  years 
he  lapsed.  It  is  not  generally  known  why  he  lapsed,  but 
a wife  and  eight  children  dependent  upon  him  may  have 
had  something  to  do  with  it. 

Once  again  an  absence  of  several  weeks  furnished 

me  with  an  opportunity  of  sending  Mrs.  

some  books,  and  of  speaking  some  plain  truths. 
Knowing  her  disturbed  mental  condition  and  realizing  that 
this  disturbance  was  greatly  increased  by  the  “ Mission  ” 
at  St.  Paul’s  Episcopal  Church,  I began  by  letter — the 
only  means  available  at  the  time — a direct  attack  upon  the 
Episcopal  Church,  and  pointed  out  that  its  so-called  prox- 
imity to  the  Catholic  Church  did  not  in  reality  make  it 
differ  from  the  Methodist  Church  as  far  as  the  judgment 
of  the  Church  was  concerned,  for,  as  I said  at  the  time,  in 
the  language  of  Mallock,  “ One  is  either  Catholic  or  non- 
Catholic;”  there  is  only  one  sort  of  Catholicity,  and 
no  approximation  is  recognized.  To  emphasize  this 
point,  Bishop  Doane  of  Albany  had  recently  declared  that 
Episcopalians  have  more  in  common  with  Methodists  and 
Presbyterians  than  with  Catholics. 

Deploring  the  breaking  up  of  Christianity  in  the  six- 
teenth century,  which  had  paralyzed  the  Church’s  action 
when  she  ought  to  have  achieved  her  greatest  triumph, 

I sent  Mrs.  Rivington’s  Rome  and  England , 

which  proves  conclusively  that  England  was  Roman  up 
to  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  for  in  the  words  of  Spen- 
cer Jones,  “ A Church  in  England  not  in  conscious  de- 
pendence on  the  Holy  See  in  all  spiritual  matters  was  a 
phenomenon  unheard  of  until  the  time  of  Henry  VIII.” 

Father  Rivington  himself  was  a living  corroboration 
of  that  argument,  for  he  had  been  an  Anglican  clergyman 
of  brilliancy  and  promise  until  its  force  made  him  submit 
to  Rome.  Whatever  strength  his  book  lacked  to  convince 
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Mrs.  that  she  was  not  a member  of  the  Church 

Catholic  because  not  in  communion  with  Rome,  was  fur- 
nished by  the  well-known  book,  The  Divine  Plan  of  the 
Church , which  shows  that  the  idea  Christ  had  in  mind 
could  not  possibly  have  been  realized  in  the  Anglican  com- 
munion with  its  fatal  submission  to  the  civil  power  in 
England. 

Wiseman's  Lectures  on  Transubstantiation  was  sent 
shortly  afterwards  with  these  observations,  which  I find  in 
the  letter  that  accompanied  it : Wiseman’s  scholarship  was 
recognized  on  the  continent;  there  was  no  subject  on 
which  there  was  less  unanimity  amongst  the  leaders  of 
the  Episcopal  Church  than  that  of  Transubstantiation, 
and  yet  it  was  one  of  too  tremendous  and  transcendant 
an  importance  to  be  left  to  individual  caprice.  To  the 
recommendation  to  read  the  fourth  book  of  the  Imita- 
tion of  Christ , which  shows  how  dogma  and  devotion 
blend  in  the  Catholic  system,  I added  a postscript  calling 
attention  to  an  article  in  a magazine  on  the  Episcopal 
convention  then  being  held  in  San  Francisco.  The  ques- 
tion of  Divorce  was  occupying  a great  deal  of  the  time 
of  the  convention,  and  I recalled  the  eagerness  in  Mrs. 

expression  when  she  said : “ I do  hope  they  will 

do  something  to  mitigate  this  scandal  in  the  Episcopal 
Church.” 

I must  have  written  with  considerable  warmth  and 
intensity,  for  this  is  how  my  letter  impressed  Mrs. : 

“Your  note  gave  me  the  impression  of  having  been  written 
under  a stress  of  feeling  I had  not  noticed  in  any  previous  com- 
munication, and  caused  me  to  regret  sincerely  that  I could  not 
see  you  before  your  going  away/’ 

Of  the  mission  at  St.  Paul’s,  she  writes : 

“ Nothing  was  said  which  had  the  effect  of  causing  me  to 
waver  in  my  determination  to  find  the  truth.  I have  gone  too 
far,  and  dare  not  stop  now  lest  I commit  a mortal  sin.  Do  not 
consider  too  lightly  what  this  avowed  determination  has  cost  me. 
I sometimes  doubt  if  anyone  who  has  not  had  a like  experience 
can  fully  appreciate  such  a case.  I have  said  this  to  you  be- 
fore, but  you  will,  I know,  pardon  the  repetition.  An  agonized 
mind  and  sleepless  nights  have  caused  such  a depression  of 
spirits  as  I have  never  known  in  my  life  except  on  three  occa- 
sions when  death  entered  my  home  to  take,  first,  a daughter, 
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then  my  husband,  and  then  my  only  son,  a boy  of  almost  nine- 
teen. 

“ Your  patience  and  gentleness  with  my  slow  progress  toward 
a settlement  of  doubts  and  anxieties  are  not  taken  as  matters  of 
course,  but  as  something  to  be  most  grateful  for.  Nor  do  I fail 
morning  and  night  to  pray  that  wisdom  and  strength  may  be 
given  you  in  your  chosen  work  of  bringing  souls  to  the  light. 
My  reading  is  so  slow  that  I am  often  discouraged,  but  never  to 
the  point  that  I want  to  abandon  it.  The  article  on  the  San 
Francisco  convention  did  not  impress  me  as  having  been  writ- 
ten in  the  same  spirit  as  the  most  of  my  reading  has  been.  It 
was  more  like  that  which  I suppose  I shall  always  associate  with 
Henry  Austin  Adams.  I am  now  reading  Rome  and  England,  by 
Luke  Rivington.  The  pamphlet  and  the  review  in  the  New  York 
Sun  of  Mr.  Mallock’s  book  interested  me.  Mr.  Mallock  is  one 
who  holds  one’s  attention  from  beginning  to  end.” 

This  letter  contained  a significant  postcript.  Mrs. 

had  now  reached  a stage  in  her  inquiry  which  left 

her  quite  puzzled  how  to  act.  She  could  not  retrace  her 
course,  and  yet  she  did  not  see  her  way  clear  to  take  the 
final  step.  In  the  meantime  she  felt  bowed  down  with 
the  sense  of  disloyalty  and  seeming  hypocrisy.  This  feel- 
ing was  intensified  when  she  learned  of  the  affectionate 
solicitude  manifested  towards  her,  whenever  she  was  ill, 
by  the  members  of  St.  Paul’s  Church,  which  was  dear  to 
her  in  many  ways.  She  concluded  this  pregnant  post- 
script with  this  touching  question : 

“ Should  I tell  my  rector  how  I feel?  ” 

I suggested  stating  her  doubts  to  her  rector,  and 
added  a recommendation  to  discontinue,  during  the  days 
of  depression  which  were  telling  on  her  health,  all  reading 
except  certain  soothing  chapters  in  the  Imitation , which 
I indicated.  Shortly  afterwards  she  writes : 

“This  is  just  a line  to  tell  you  that  following  your  advice  I 
have  entirely  regained  my  usual  health  and  spirits.  Nothing  has 
disturbed  me,  and  I have  been  able  to  keep  a quiet  mind,  by  no 
means  banishing  the  thought  of  what  has  come  to  be  of  para- 
mount importance,  but  not  getting  excited  over  it.” 

She  resumed  her  solid  reading,  and  after  paying  a 
compliment  to  the  convincing  force  of  The  Divine  Plan  of 
the  Church,  concluded  with  this  splendid  and  consoling 
expression  of  gratitude : 

“ I do  not  cease  to  pray  for  you  now  that  you  are  at  home, 
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for  you  have  done  more  for  me  with  God’s  holy  help  than  any 
person  living,  for  no  one  has  ever  roused  me  to  a sense  of  my 
spiritual  condition  as  you  have,  and  to  no  human  being  do  I owe 
such  a debt  of  gratitude.  1 am  alarmed  when  I think  how 
indifferent  I was  two  years  ago — in  fact,  all  my  life  up  to  that 
time.  It  is  a great  mistake  to  assume  that  because  one  pro- 
fesses to  be  a Christian,  all  is  well.” 

Some  attacks  on  the  Church  which  I resented  with  con- 
siderable warmth,  gave  me  an  opportunity  of  pressing  an 
argument  of  Mr.  Mallock’s  with  which  he  concludes  his 
article  in  the  Nineteenth  Century  Magazine: 

“ At  all  events,  the  whole  course  of  modern  intellectual  history, 
in  so  far  as  it  is  not  tending  to  make  all  religions  incredible,  is 
tending  to  prepare  this  argument  for  the  use  of  the  Roman 
Apologist,  and  to  render  its  use  impossible  for  Apologists  of 
any  other  school.  And  if  one  who  is  not  a Catholic  may  ven- 
ture to  give  such  an  opinion,  it  appears  to  me  that,  the  credibility 
of  any  religion  being  granted,  the  intellectual  prospects  of  Chris- 
tianity were  never  more  re-assuring  than  they  are  as  now 
represented  by  the  prospects  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  under  the 
pressure  of  historical  criticism  and  the  philosophy  of  organic 
evolution.” 

The.  article  from  which  this  quotation  is  taken  was 
published  in  November,  1899.  In  the  February  number 
of  The  Fortnightly  Review  of  1900,  Mr.  Mallock  fol- 
lowed up  this  argument  in  an  article  which  was  prompted 
by  the  views  of  two  other  eminent  non-Catholic  writers, 
M.  Adolph  Sabatier,  and  Mrs.  Humphrey  Ward,  and 
which  laid  bare,  as  only  Mallock  can  do,  the  logic  of  non- 
dogmatic  Christianity ; all  these  articles  I brought  to  the 

attention  of  Mrs. then  struggling  to  understand  the 

exceptional  position  which  the  Catholic  Church  enjoyed 
amid  all  this  display  of  religious  unrest.  Something  hap- 
pened around  the  Easter  time  of  1900  which  necessitated  a 
word  of  explanation  on  the  extensive  powers  of  the  priest- 
hood, for  I find  myself,  in  a letter  written  to  Mrs. 

at  the  time,  writing  as  follows : 

“ It  is  distressing  to  see  the  low  view  which  non-Catholics  take 
of  the  Christian  priesthood.  With  the  exception  of  some  Epis- 
copalians they  do  not  seem  to  recognize  any  difference  between 
the  clergy  and  the  laity  beyond  that  of  dress,  character,  and 
appointment,  and  even  the  difference  in  dress  is  fast  disappearing. 
They  do  not  recognize  any  sacramental  power  in  their  ministers, 
as  they  regard  all  priestly  ministrations  as  injurious  to  -Christ, 
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and  as  coming  between  the  soul  and  its  Maker ; they  seem  to  be 
anxious  to  live  up  to  this  sentiment  of  a poet : 

“ ‘Whate’er  I may  have  been  or  am,  doth  rest  between 

Heaven  and  myself.  I shall  not  choose  a mortal  to  be  my 
mediator/  ” 

With  the  exception  of  a short  note  sending  her  a 
more  ample  palm  branch  than  was  obtainable  in  her  own 
Church  on  Palm  Sunday,  and  a small  volume,  Moments 
Before  the  Tabernacle , giving  in  Father  Russell’s  charm- 
ing manner  an  excellent  picture  of  the  interior  life  of 
Catholics  of  which  non-Catholics  have  so  little  knowledge, 

there  had  been  no  communication  between  Mrs.  

and  myself  for  a long  time.  I meant  to  give  her  an  il- 
lustration of  the  “let  alone  ” idea  which  Dr.  Russell  of 
Maynooth  College  adopted  towards  Newman,  when  the 
latter  was  struggling  to  follow  “ The  kindly  Light,”  and 
this  is  how  she  views  the  matter : 

“ The  silence  was  long — noticeably  long — but  being  sure  there 
must  be  a good  reason  for  it,  I acquiesced,  with  no  thought  of 
being  neglected.  The  reason  that  I thought  of,  was  that  you 
were  very  busy  with  your  own  people.  The  ‘let  alone’  idea,  which 
I had  not  thought  of,  is  all  right. 

“ The  ground  being  prepared,  and  the  seed  sown,  a waiting  time 
naturally  follows ; whether  in  my  case,  it  is  too  long  or  short, 
I beg  you  not  to  think  I am  forgetting  or  becoming  indifferent. 
I do  not  think  it  possible  for  those  two  things  to  happen  to  me. 
I believe  you  would  be  surprised  could  you  look  into  my  heart 
and  see  for  yourself  that  no  matter  what  I am  doing;  reading, 
writing,  transacting  business,  visiting,  playing  cards,  driving  or 
at  the  theatre,  the  one  great  subject  of  the  Church  and  the  step 
I am  contemplating  is  constantly  before  me,  and  yet  I have  never 
spoken  of  it  to  anyone  but  you ” 

After  an  explanation  of  a statement  she  had  once 
made  of  her  determination  to  go  on  with  her  examination 
of  the  Church’s  claims — but  merely,  at  that  time,  a deter- 
mination to  continue  in  her  inquiry — showing,  as  it  does, 
her  marvelous  regard  for  veracity,  she  continues : 

“ I am  returning  your  books  and  magazines,  all  of  which 
I have  read  with  interest,  and  I hope  with  profit.  I have  by  the 
merest  chance  been  reading  recently  two  books  which  I would 
rather  not  have  read  just  now  had  I known  what  they  were  before 
beginning  them.  Casting  of  Nets , by  Richard  Bagot,  is  a story 
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principally  of  converts  to  the  Catholic  faith,  and  their  ways  of 
bringing  in  other  converts — ways  not  creditable  and  altogether 
showing  them  up  in  a way  to  turn  one  against  the  Church.  The 
other  book  A Lily  of  France , by  Caroline  Atwater  Mason,  is 
historical  of  the  times  of  Catherine  de  Medici.  One  of  the  char- 
acters is  Charlotte  de  Bourbon,  afterward  the  wife  of  William 
Prince  of  Orange.  It  is  a sad  story  and  makes  one  have  doubts 
about  a religion  which  could  countenance  such  cruelty  as  is 
portrayed.  I am  much  more  sensitive  to  things  against  the 
Church  than  I used  to  be — they  really  hurt  me  now/’ 

There  was  now  in  the  soul  of  Mrs.  a want 

which  only  the  full  and  complete  revelation  of  God’s 
truth  as  set  forth  in  the  Catholic  Church  could  satisfy; 
and  ever  since  the  time  she  said : 

“ I felt  I must  go  to  Mass  to-day,”  I realized  more 
and  more  that  it  was  the  Blessed  Sacrament  for  which  her 
soul  hungered.  She  was  always  a conspicuous  example 
of  those  non-Catholics  who  experience  a peculiar  glow 
whenever  they  enter  the  Catholic  Church.  Her  demeanor 
in  the  Church,  I found  later  on,  had  been  observed  by 
members  of  our  congregation,  and  one  lady  remarked, 

“ Mrs.  will  be  a Catholic  yet,  as  she  is  so  devout 

in  the  presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacramento” 

To  clear  away  the  obstacles  that  prevented  her  from 
sharing  in  the  belief  which  admits  one  to  the  fullest 
enjoyment  of  the  Real  Presence,  was  now  my  principal 
concern ; and  the  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  meet  the 
charge  contained  in  her  last  letter  that  the  Church  makes 
use  of  reprehensible  means  to  secure  converts.  In  refu- 
tation of  the  insinuation  of  indiscreet  zeal  „ contained  in 
Bagot’s  book,  The  Casting  of  Nets , I reminded  Mrs. 

, with  her  fine  sense  of  fairness,  of  the  method  I 

had  adopted  towards  herself,  of  Father  Elliott’s  powerful 
words  at  the  Winchester  conference  regarding  the  felony 
of  bringing  people  into  the  Church  on  insufficient  in- 
struction, and  of  Lady  Herbert’s  strenuous  effort  to  break 
into  the  Church  in  spite  of  the  lack  of  encouragement 
from  her  friend,  Cardinal  Manning,  on  whom  she  thought 
she  could  rely  for  a word  in  season. 

Here  I warned  her  not  to  be  led  away  from 
the  main  question  of  the  claims  of  the  Church  on  her 
submission,  by  following  up  every  shortcoming  which 
should  reveal  itself  in  any  individual  Catholic;  and  I em- 
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phasized  the  wisdom  of  this  policy  by  calling  attention 
to  a series  of  articles  just  then  being  published  in  the 
Ecclesiastical  Review,  and  suggested  by  the  well  known 
book  of  the  Rev.  Spencer  Jones,  England  and  the  Holy 
See.  This  book  which  then  had  been  only  recently  pub- 
lished is  a most  remarkable  one.  Its  author  treats  of  the 
secession  of  England  with  so  much  candor  that  one  is 
disposed  to  see  the  foundation  for  De  Maistre’s 
prophecy,  that  any  movement  looking  to  the  reunion 
of  Christians  must  begin  in  England.  The  no- 
tion advanced  by  Spencer  Jones  that  England  had  been 
robbed  of  the  faith,  made  a lasting  impression  on  Mrs. 
and  she  was  quite  prepared  for  the  suggestive  re- 
mark of  Mr.  Jones,  viz.,  that  <c  a rude  hand  had  pushed 
Christians  apart.”  It  was  this  thought  that  violence  had 
been  done  to  alienate  English  Catholics  from  the  Holy 
See,  that  no  doubt  made  Newman  and  Manning  so  hope- 
ful about  the  conversion  of  England. 

The  attraction  which  the  Blessed  Sacrament  had  for 
Mrs. is  indicated  in  the  following  letter: 

“Your  last  letter  gave  so  much  pleasure  from  its  very  begin- 
ning to  the  last  word  that  I must  write  a note  to  tell  you  how 
I appreciated  it. 

“ I was  sitting  alone  attending  to  some  homely  housekeeping 
matters  when  the  package  arrived,  and  was  thinking  of  a remark 
made  to  me  some  years  ago  by  one  who  left  the  Episcopal  Church 

to  become  a Roman  Catholic.  She  said : ‘Mrs. , when  I made 

my  first  Communion  in  the  Catholic  Church  I felt  I had  never 
taken  Communion  before/  and  yet  she  had  gone  quite  regularly 
in  our  Church.  Not  knowing  what  more  she  might  say  by  way 
of  comparison,  and  fearing  that  in  her  new  enthusiasm,  as  I 
thought,  she  might  say  something  that  would  be  painful  for  me 
to  hear,  I did  not  encourage  her  to  pursue  the  subject,  and  have 
never  seen  her  since,  but  I have  never  forgotten  her  remark. 
Now,  when  I am  interested  myself  beyond  anything  I dreamed  of 
in  those  days,  it  comes  back  to  me  with  peculiar  force.  So 
when  I say  your  letter  gave  me  pleasure  I must  say  that  it  also 
gave  me  pain,  for  the  more  I learn  of  the  belief  devout  Catholics 
have  in  the  Blessed  Eucharist,  the  more  keen  is  the  pain  that  it  is 
not  given  me  yet  to  realize  what  is  so  plainly  their  very  life. 
When  I went  to  the  midnight  Mass,  and  saw  the  people  for  the 
first  and  only  time  in  my  life  go  up  to  receive  Communion,  I felt 
so  shut  out,  and  such  a longing  to  go  myself  if  I could  only  feel 
as  their  countenances  indicated  they  felt.... On  reading  your 
letter  the  feeling  was  stronger  than  ever  that  I am  missing  a great 
blessing  by  an  inability  some  way.  But  I will  not  allow  myself 
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to  doubt  that  in  God's  own  good  time  all  will  be  made  clear. 
Do  you  think  this  can  be  presumption?  I pray  not  most  earnestly. 

“ I do  not  know  of  any  book  just  now  from  which  I anticipate 
so  much  satisfaction  in  the  reading  as  England  and  the  Holy  See. 
The  articles  about  it  have  made  me  eager  to  read  the  book 
itself.  I have  read  two  chapters  and  find  it  hard  to  lay  down, 
so  intensely  interesting  is  it.  I shall  try  not  to  keep  it  longer 
than  is  absolutely  necessary,  and  thank  you  now  for  giving  me 
this  early  opportunity  of  reading  it ” 

By  a strange  coincidence  I chanced  to  be  calling  on 

the  lady  referred  to  in  that  letter,  just  as  Mrs. was 

writing.  I was  anxious  to  hear  the  lady’s  opinion  of 

Mrs.  ’s  attitude  towards  the  Church,  for  Mrs. 

was  her  godmother  in  the  Episcopal  Church. 

I did  not  have  to  wait  much  longer  in  order  to  as- 
certain it  from  the  one  person  in  all  the  world  who  knew 
where  she  stood — I mean  herself — for  when,  after  a long 
interview,  I asked  her  the  direct  question : “ Have  I not 
convinced  you  that  the  Church  is  your  Mother , and  claims 
you  as  her  child ?”  she  answered  as  directly:  “ Yes , you 
have ” 

To  a letter  which  I sent  on  my  return  home,  and  in 
which  I said  I had  changed  the  prayer  of  impetration 
which  I had  been  saying  so  long  for  her  conversion, 
she  sent  the  following  acknowledgment : 

“ I need  not  tell  you  how  much  it  (the  letter)  affected  me. 
Your  constant  prayers  that  my  darkness  might  be  enlightened, 
and  your  never-failing  sympathy  in  my  long  struggle  are  such 
a strength  and  comfort  to  me.  I do  not  know  how  to  put  in  any 
different  words  the  feeling  I once  expressed,  that  to  you,  under 
the  guidance  of  Almighty  God,  I owe  my  hope  of  happiness  here 
and  hereafter.  So  blind  was  I,  and  so  indifferent  (or  should  I 
say  so  ignorant?)  that  I knew  not  my  danger,  and  no  one  but 
you  ever  gave  me  a word  of  warning. 

“ Since  I summoned  courage  in  our  last  interview  to  tell  you 
that  my  mind  was  made  up  as  to  my  duty,  and  that  it  will  not  be 
very  long  before  I shall  ask  to  be  received  in  the  Catholic  Church, 
my  burden  has  grown  so  much  lighter  that  I am  a different 
woman.  Everything  appears  easy  now.  The  way  will  open 
before  me.  I have  no  shadow  of  doubt  that  the  courage  to 
walk  in  the  way  God  appoints,  will  be  given  me  if  I continue 
to  pray  earnestly  for  it. 

“ What  I have  dimly  foreseen  for  some  months  is  slowly 
but  surely  coming  to  pass.  It  is  better  so  than  a violent  upheaval. 

“Although  what  I said  on  last  Friday  was  exactly  what  I had 
written  in  the  letter  of  March  24th  marked  ‘to  be  delivered  to 
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Father after  my  death’  (in  case  of  a sudden  a~»d  unexpected 

death),  the  burden  was  not  lifted  until  I had  told  you  face  to 
face.  Is  this  a little  like  the  comfort  a penitent  receives  after 

confession  ? 

“ Sometime,  when  I can,  I will  have  a quiet  talk  with  my 

family a dispassionate  statement  of  feeling  that  my  change 

of  faith  is  now  so  much  a matter  of  conscience  that  I dare  not 
longer  delay  coming  out  and  professing  it.  After  that  I can 
more  easily  tell  my  Rector  and  other  friends.  Till  then  I must 
go  on  as  heretofore,  but  I trust  it  will  not  be  very  long.  I pray 
so  constantly  to  be  directed  in  the  right  way,  and  to  do  nothing 
because  nature  would  have  it  so ” 

After  expressing  my  great  satisfaction  that  the 
struggle  was  over,  and  the  hope  that  her  example  would 
be  salutary  in  these  days  of  indifference  to  creeds,  I pro- 
ceeded to  explain  the  work  of  preparation  for  entrance  to 
the  Church,  and  this  is  the  humble  spirit  in  which  she 
received  that  and  every  other  suggestion. 

“ I want  to  tell  you  that  I am  following  your  advice  in  regard 
to  the  catechism,  and  since  the  other  little  book,  On  the  Threshold 
of  the  Church , has  come,  I have  been  reading  it. 

“There  is  so  much  for  me  to  learn  even  though  I have  been 
diligently  reading  for  so  many  months.  Now  that  I know  what 
my  course  is  eventually  to  be,  I am  anxious  to  be  so  thoroughly 
grounded  on  the  doctrines  of  the  Church  that  you  will  feel  that 
I have  not  been  an  inattentive  pupil. 

“ The  intimation  that  my  example  will  strengthen  and  encour- 
age others  who  are  not  sure  they  are  where  they  should  be, 
makes  me  very  humble,  while  I hope  and  trust  it  may  be  so. 
It  seems  to  me  no  greater  happiness  could  be  mine  than  to  feel 
that  I could  show  my  gratitude  for  my  own  safe  deliverance 
from  error  by  encouraging  others  to  find  the  true  Church.” 

There  was  an  interval  now  in  which  few  communica- 
tions passed  between  Mrs.  and  myself.  Occa- 

sionally I would  mail  her  something  of  interest,  and  she 
would  invariably  comment.  Once  I called  her  attention 
to  an  article  in  the  Churchman,  that  great  Episcopalian 
weekly  published  in  New  York.  The  tenor  of  this  article 
was  that  Episcopalians  should  fraternize  rather  with  out- 
and-out  Protestants  than  with  Catholics,  and  this  is  how 

Mrs.  received  that  astounding  recommendation 

from  a paper  whose  motto  is  “ The  faith  once  delivered  to 
the  Saints:” 

“ To  be  making  overtures  to  dissenting  and  Presbyterian  bodies 
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seems  a strange  thing  for  an  Anglican  clergyman.  It  emphasizes 
the  fact  that  there  is  certainly  great  liberty  and  freedom  in  the 
Anglican  Church,  allowing  full  sway  to  private  judgment.  To 
some  people  this  is  attractive,  I suppose,  but  one  can  never  tell 
what  the  end  may  be.  One  very  attractive  thing  to  me  in  the 
Catholic  Church  is  its  decisiveness — no  wavering  or  indecision, 
and  no  pandering  to  individual  tastes.” 

The  next  few  months  were  very  trying  on  Mrs. 

. She  felt  impelled  by  her  conscience  to  embrace 

the  Church,  but  her  consideration  for  others  prompted  her 
to  postpone  the  hour  of  her  reception.  However,  as  she 
herself  says,  the  Church  was  never  far  from  her  thoughts. 
She  found  great  comfort  in  the  saying  of  Newman,  “ No 
one  will  regret  coming  into  the  Church,”  whenever  she 
was  told  she  would  one  day  regret  the  step  she  was  now 
contemplating. 

During  this  entire  period  of  anxiety,  looking  for  an 
opportunity  to  follow  out  the  dictates  of  conscience,  the 
cords  at  St.  Paul’s  were  drawn  around  her  tighter  than 
ever;  her  judgment  was  constantly  and  studiously  de- 
ferred to  in  all  matters  bearing  upon  the  parish,  and  the 
consequences  of  her  defection  placed  before  her  in  a man- 
ner which,  as  she  said  herself,  “ weighs  me  to  the  lowest 
depths  of  distress,”  and  to  assure  me  that  she  was  not 
wavering  she  would  write : 

“ I have  caused  you  no  end  of  trouble,  but  once  my  affairs  are 
settled  and  I am  pubh’cly  where  all  my  aspirations  are,  where 
every  good  thought  I have  is,  and  where  all  my  hope  of  happiness 
is,  I promise  you,  Father,  with  God’s  help,  I will  give  you  no 
occasion  to  complain  of  me.  There  will  be  so  much  to  do  to  make 
up  for  all  this  lost  time  that  I shall  be  willing  to  ‘spend  and  be 
spent’  to  my  utmost  ability  in  the  service  of  the  Church.” 

Those  who  knew  Mrs.  , and  who  remember 

her  seven  years  of  fruitfulness  for  the  Church,  can  bear 
testimony  to  the  splendid  way  in  which  she  fulfilled  that 
promise. 

Although  Mrs.  was  now  convinced  that  her 

place  was  in  the  Catholic  Church,  various  causes  con- 
spired to  postpone  the  day  of  her  reception.  In  the  mean- 
time she  was  struggling  with  a consciousness  of  duty  to 
those  she  was  leaving  behind,  and  with  whom  she  had  been 
so  long  associated  in  works  of  religion  and  benevolence ; 
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and  whilst  I endeavored  to  point  out  the  duty  she  owed  to 
those  who  would  be  encouraged  by  her  example  to  aban- 
don a certain  latitudinarianism,  and  to  take  up  the  prac- 
tice of  religion  in  earnest,  I learned  then  how  patient  one 
must  be  with  a prospective  convert  who  contemplates 
breaking  with  a past  rich  in  pleasant  and  tender  associa- 
tions ; and  no  one,  to  my  knowledge,  had  in  the  community 
in  which  she  lived,  those  associations  in  such  abundance. 

J When,  however,  the  psychological  moment  for  her  sub- 
mission to  the  Church  arrived,  Mrs. knew,  as  only 

she  knew,  how  to  dispose  of  merely  sentimental  ties.  A 
veiled  threat  at  this  juncture  that  her  rector  would  pre- 
sent for  acceptance  to  the  vestry  the  resignation  which  he 
had  already  written  out,  was  not  calculated  to  comfort 
Mrs.  , who  was  sensitive  to  an  extraordinary  de- 

gree about  causing  pain  to  others/  and  to  make  matters 
worse  she  adds  in  the  note  conveying  that  information : 

“ Mr. is  very  much  beloved,  and  is  certainly  the  best 

Rector  ever  in  St.  Paul’s  Parish. 

Mr.  showed  a reciprocal  appreciation  by  do- 

ing all  in  his  power  to  stay  her  defection,  and  when  he 
exhausted  every  expedient  he  interested  the  Bishop  in  the 
hope  of  accomplishing  by  appeals  to  sentiment  what  he 
had  failed  to  accomplish  by  appeals  to  intellectuality. 
Her  influence  in  the  general  work  of  her  Church,  and  her 
associations  in  the  local  Church  were  appealed  to,  but  in 
vain,  for  the  voice  of  conscience  was  peremptory  and 
must  be  obeyed;  and  as  she  herself  so  admirably  put 
it,  “I  am  going  into  the  Catholic  Church  not  for  society , 
but  for  salvation f’  and  to  carry  out  this  laudable  purpose 
not  even  the  frantic  appeals  to  prejudice,  which  I regret 
to  record  were  brought  into  play,  could  succeed  in  ar- 
resting her  in  her  journey  to  Rome.  Catholics  are  asked 
to  be  patient  under  false  accusations ; and  to  their  credit 
be  it  said  they  are  disposed  to  say  in  the  words  of  our 
Blessed  Lord : “ Father , forgive  them  for  they  know  not 
ivhat  they  do ” but  in  this  case  it  was  difficult  to  be 
patient,  for  those  who  were  saying  cruel  things  about  the 
Church  ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  have  re- 
course to  attacks  which  educated  gentlemen  scorn 
to  employ.  Come  Rack , Come  Rope  was  mild 
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in  comparison  with  such  attacks  for  administering 
pain  to  sensitive  souls.  By  a happy  coincidence  an  event 
occurred  at  this  time  which  had  much  to  do  with  banish- 
ing the  unpleasant  memories  of  the  bishop’s  attack,  and 

that  was  Mrs.  ’s  own  paper  on  Father  Marquette , 

read  before  the  Daughters  of  the  American  Revolution. 
The  distinguished  pioneer  Jesuit  interested  her  immensely, 
and  the  concluding  words  of  her  paper  were: 

“ His  saintly  character  will  long  remain  an  inspiration  to  men 
of  every  creed  and  calling.” 

But  it  was  in  the  discussion  of  the  paper  that  the 
chief  interest  was  aroused.  One  distinguished  member  of 
the  D.  A.  R.  paid  a high  tribute  to  the  self-denying  work 
of  the  Romanists,  as  they  expressed  it,  in  the  early 
civilization  and  religious  development  in  this  country. 
One  lady  said : “ No  cold  zvas  too  severe,  no  storms  too 
violent,  no  hardships  too  great  to  keep  the  Jesuit  priests 
from  their  errands  of  mercy  to  the  sick  and  dying,  nor  to 
lessen  their  fervor  in  teaching  and  baptising  the  Indians ” 

The  obstacles  which  had  been  the  cause  of  postponing 

Mrs.  ’s  reception  were  being  gradually  removed, 

and  a better  feeling  began  to  prevail.  And  it  was  for- 
tunate that  the  obstacles  were  being  removed,  for,  in  her 
own  words : 

“ The  delay  was  growing  almost  unbearable.  The  longing 
to  be  admitted  to  the  Church  and  above  everything  else  in  the 
world  to  go  to  Holy  Communion  is  more  than  I can  express.” 

She  was  all  eagerness  now.  Even  the  financial 
condition  of  the  Church  gave  her  concern.  She  expressed 
her  satisfaction  at  the  share  of  prosperity  the  Church  had 
enjoyed  during  the  preceding  year,  and  her  regret  that 
her  name  was  not  on  the  list  to  share  the  success,  which, 
as  she  said,  “ filled  her  heart  with  joy.” 

And  the  Church  was  eager  for  her  and  offered  up 
prayers  in  her  behalf.  Dr.  Pusey  found  it  hard  to  believe 
that  Newman  had  left  the  Anglican  Church,  but  when  he 
was  convinced  of  the  truth  he  quietly  remarked:  “ Well, 
the  Catholics  prayed  harder  for  him  than  the  Anglicans 
did,  and  God  gave  him  to  them.”  The  Catholics  prayed 
hard  for  Mrs,  , Several  converts  to  the  Church 
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about  that  time  had  their  importance  discounted  by  the 
number  of  religions  they  had  professed ; and  now  when 

Mrs.  manifested  an  interest  in  Catholicism,  all 

felt  that  she  would  be  a convert  against  whom  the  charge 
of  vacillation  could  not  be  preferred. 

On  the  19th  of  March  a novena  of  prayer  to  St. 
Joseph  was  finished  for  her,  and  by  a strange  coincidence 
she  made  her  submission  on  his  feast  day.  On  the  morn- 
ing of  that  day  before  starting  for  the  Church  she  sent 
the  following  splendid  letter  to  her  former  rector: 

“ My  Dear  Mr. : After  many  months  of  spiritual  depres- 

sion amounting  often  to  a distress  of  mind  inconceivable  except 
to  one  in  a similar  condition,  I have  reached  the  end,  and  by  the 
time  this  letter  is  placed  in  your  hands  I shall  have  made  my 
submission  to  the  Catholic  Church. 

“ That  I have  not  been  hasty  in  taking  this  step  you  who  have 
known  something  of  my  state  of  mind  since  last  August,  are 
well'aware.  I believe  also  that  you  think  I have  desired  to  do  my 
duty,  and  that  I am  conscientious.  Nothing  in  my  former  life 
has  equalled  in  intensity  of  feeling  the  earnestness  and  prayers 
for  divine  guidance  which  have  been  my  very  life  during  this 
long  struggle  now  happily  ended. 

“ My  unbroken  connection  with  this  Guild  (and  its  predeces- 
sors in  the  parish),  and  the  fact  that  I am  the  last  one  of  the 
seven  persons  who  constituted  the  first  Guild  formed  in  the 
parish  in  April,  1869,  prompt  me  to  ask  you  to  read  this  letter  to 
the  meeting  this  afternoon,  for  it  will  be  an  explanation  of  my 
resignation. 

“ My  life  in  the  Guild  has  been  so  pleasant,  and  my  affection 
for  each  member  is  so  sincere,  that  I cannot  leave  them  without 
first  expressing  this  feeling. 

“If  I have  ever  offended  them,  or  hurt  their  feelings  in  any 
way,  it  has  been  unintentional;  and  if  I have  failed  in  the 
performance  of  duty,  I ask  their  forgiveness.  I have  received 
nothing  but  kindness  from  them,  and  the  fact  that  I shall  no  more 
occupy  my  accustomed  seat  in  their  meetings  causes  the  tears  to 
flow  as  I write. 

“ My  duty  as  I see  it  leads  me  elsewhere,  so  with  a heart 
full  of  love  for  each  one,  I say  good-bye. 

“Affectionately, 


There  is  not  much  to  add  now  to  the  “ story.” 

Many  letters  were  exchanged  between  Mrs.  and 

myself  immediately  after  her  reception,  but  they  were  of 
too  intimate  a character  to  be  inserted  in  this  narrative. 
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Her  gratitude  for  the  peace  of  soul  which  she  now  ex- 
perienced was  her  constant  theme ; and  her  delight  was 
inexpressible  when  a member  of  her  family  said  to  her, 
“ You  are  ten  years  younger  than  before  you  made  your 
profession  of  faith  in  the  Catholic  Church.”  Her  interest 
in  the  Church  grew  with  the  years.  Her  friends  were 
constantly  asking  her  if  she  was  happy  in  her  new  sur- 
roundings, and  to  one  lady  who  said  to  her:  “ Just  wait 
till  they  get  you  into  the  Church  and  you  will  see  how 
different  it  is  from  what  it  is  represented  to  you  now,” 
her  answer  which  she  delivered  with  considerable  satis- 
faction was : “ It  is  different  in  exceeding  in  fervent  piety 
and  charity  all  my  previous  conceptions  of  it.” 

Grateful  always,  she  was  led  to  special  expressions  of 
her  gratitude  on  certain  anniversaries.  On  October  25th, 
the  second  anniversary  of  my  writing  the  letter  which 
stirred  her  to  the  depths,  she  wrote  me : 

“ I do  not  know  why  it  is  that  I should  to-day  feel  so  much 
more  than  usual  the  deepest  gratitude  for  having  been  led  to 
the  Catholic  Church.  Perhaps  it  is  the  remembrance  of  this  time 
two  years  ago  when  my  distress  of  mind  was  so  great  and  the 
way  so  dark.  Those  months  of  anxious  searching  after  the 
truth,  wishing  above  all  things  to  believe,  and  yet  not  quite  able 
to — constitute  an  epoch  in  my  life  which  perhaps  I ought  not 
to  dwell  upon  much— nor  do  I,  except  to  contrast  that  period 
of  spiritual  desolation  with  the  happiness  which  fills  my  whole 
life  now.  I cannot  remember  when  I did  not  desire  to  do  what 
was  right,  but  not  until  the  Catholic  Church  received  me  have  I 
known  peace  and  comfort.  Each  day  since  March  19th,  has 
deepened  my  reverence  and  love  for  the  Church,  and  to-day 
my  heart  is  overflowing  with  thankfulness  to  our  Blessed  Lord 
for  all  His  goodness  to  me.” 

On  the  first  anniversary  of  her  reception  she  wrote : 

“ I am  not  willing  to  let  this  the  most  eventful  year  of  my  life 
close  without  speaking  of  the  great  change  brought  about  on  the 
19th  of  last  March. 

“ The  distress  of  mind,  almost  more  than  I could  bear  during 
that  long  struggle,  has  been  more  than  made  up  to  me  in  the 
peace  and  comfort  I have  felt  since  that  day. 

“ For  a long  time  I dwelt  much  on  the  sin  incurred  by  the 
delay,  but  lately  I have  not  had  it  always  in  mind. 

“ While  I can  never  cease  having  the  utmost  sorrow  for  the 
delay,  I pray  to  be  forgiven  and  turn  all  my  thoughts  and  energy 
to  doing  the  duties  at  hand  from  now  on.  There  is  only  a poor 
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remnant  of  life  left,  but  whatever  may  be  given  me  there  must 
be  no  divided  interest.  While  all  was  so  new  to  me  in  the 
Church  it  was  perhaps  not  strange  that  I thought  more -of  ex- 
ternal acts  than  I should  have  done,  but  there  has  always  been 
a longing  for  the  time  to  come  when  forms  and  ceremonies  might 
be  so  much  a part  of  my  devotion  that  I could  always  have  in 
mind  the  things  typified  and  less  thought  of  form. 

“ This  year  has  been  the  happiest  of  my  life,  and  this  the 
closing  week  has  been  free  from  the  faintest  shadow.  I do  not 
recall  another  week  of  such  unbroken  happiness.  Gratitude  to 
God  for  the  hope  of  eternal  life,  for  having  been  brought  into 
His  Church,  and  for  other  blessings,  of  which  I am  not  un- 
mindful, fill  all  my  waking  hours,  and  remind  me  by  contrast  of 
the  doubts  and  anxieties  which  beset  me  constantly  before  I knew 
of  the  Church. 

“ Pray  for  me,  Father,  that  I may  never  lose  the  faith  and 
that  I may  grow  more  and  more  forgetful  of  self  and  give 
myself  up  more  unreservedly  to  our  Blessed  Lord. 

“ For  you,  who,  under  God,  brought  me  to  the  Church  I can 
never  cease  to  pray.” 

And  now,  before  I close  this  narrative  of  the  life  of 
one  whom  I learned  to  esteem  more  and  more  each  year 
during  the  ten  years  it  was  my  privilege  to  know  her, 
I must  acknowledge  my  regret  in  two  respects : the  first, 
that  I have  been  unable  to  do  justice  to  her  singularly 
beautiful  life;  and  the  second,  that  I have  had  occasion 
to  display  more  religious  resentment  than  I am  ac- 
customed to  show.  During  all  my  twenty  years  of 
priesthood  I have  been  thrown  much  with  the  clergy  of 
the  Protestant  ministry,  and  I have  always  cultivated  the 
most  pleasant  relations  with  them.  If  I have  displayed 
feeling,  it  has  been  roused  by  my  attempt  to  show  the 
trials  through  which  souls  must  pass  even  in  this  land 
of  so-called  religious  liberty  in  order  to  be  true  to  their 

conscience  and  follow  the  light.  Mrs.  had  her 

share  of  the  trials  awaiting  those  who  come  over  to 
Rome.  However,  most  of  her  lay  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances were  most  considerate  of  her,  and  avoided 
topics  that  were  likely  to  wound  her  feelings ; but  she  had 
a right  to  expect  consideration  as  well  from  those  whose 
position  and  training  ought  to  have  told  them  what  it  is 

to  obey  conscience  as  Mrs. felt  called  upon  to  obey 

it ; for  nothing  but  the  peremptory  voice  of  conscience 
could  compel  her  to  take  so  momentous  a step.  Once  she 
satisfied  her  intellect  that  the  Catholic  Church  was  the 
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°ole  spiritual  teacher  of  mankind  by  right  divine,  she  had 
no  alternative  but  to  submit;  and  once  she  ascertained 
that  the  Church,  her  Mother,  had  that  spiritual  consolation 
for  her  children — the  most  Blessed  Eucharist  for  which 
her  soul  hungered  for  years — there  was  nothing  to  do  but 
draw  near,  even  though  the  approach  meant  an  apparent 
chasm  between  her  and  those  she  dearly  loved.  Yes;  the 
authoritative  voice  of  the  Church  appealed  to  her  above 
the  noise  and  din  of  conflicting  creeds,  and  she  yielded 
with  all  the  submission  of  a little  child,  for  she  realized 
from  her  reading  of  the  New  Testament,  that  there  was 
no  special  provision  made  for  the  salvation  of  the  “ high- 
brows ” of  ancient  or  of  modern  times,  other  than  this : 
“ Unless  ye  become  as  little  children ;”  and  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  attracted  her  like  a magnet.  Even  before 
becoming  a Catholic  the  Holy  Thursday  celebration  in 
honor  of  the  institution  of  the  Blessed  Eucharist  had 
appealed  to  her ; and  during  her  seven  years  in  the 
Church  she  showed  her  love  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
in  every  way  known  to  a pious  soul. 
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